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The Hiftory tf 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion, 

And fhewdc thou makcltfomc tender ofmy life 
In this faire tefeue thou haft brought to me. 

P 'rut, O God they did me too much imurie, 

Thaceuer faid,l harkened to your death: 

Ifit wercfojlmighthauc let alone 
The inlulting hand ot Douglas ouer you, 

'Which w ould hauc beene as fpeedy in your en d, 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world 
Andfaude the^rccherous labour of your fbnne. 

Km. Make vp to Clifton, ilc to S.Nicholas Gawfey,£#*f g. 
Enter Hotfpur. 

Hot, If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth* 

Pr/». Thou fpeakft,as if I would deny my name. 

Hof , My name is H arry Percy . 

Vrm. Why then I fee a very valiant rebcll of that namc^ 

I am the Prince of Wales, and thinke not Percyi 

To Ihare with me in glory anymore: 

Two ftars keepenot their motion in onefphere. 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne 
OfHarry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Now lhallitHarry,£or the howre jscomc, 

To end the one of vs, and would to God 
Thy name in Armes,werenow as great as mine, 

P rm. He make it greater,ere I part from thee 
And all the budding honours on thy crcift, 
lie crop to make a gailand for my head. 

Hof* I can no longer brooke thy vanities, 

7 bey fight . Enter Falftalffe. 

FH. Well faidHal.to it H^hNiy^you ftiall find n*> boyer 
play here, l can tell you . 

EnterT)otiglaf } be figbtttb with Valfialfie .hefah 
doyrne 7 astfbetvere de*d,tbe prime 
kfileth Percy, 

H ot. Oh Harry ,thou haftrobdme ofmy youth 
I better brooke thelofle of brittle life, 

T hen thofe proud titles thou haft won ofme,. 


ibis 


’ no 


Henry the fourth , 

They wound ®y thoughts,worfcthcQ thy fwerdmyftcfli 
But thought’s the flaue of life, and life times foolc. 

And time that takes fur uay of all the world, 

Muft haue a ftop.G,I could prophcfic 
But that the earth, and cold hand of death 
Lies onmy tongue:noPercy,thou art dufl ; . 

Andfoodfor 

Pri».For wormes,braue Percy .Fare thee well, great hearty 
111 weau’dambition, how much art thou ihrunkc? 

When that this body-did con wine a fpirit 
Akingdomc for it was too fmall a bound. 

But now two paces ef the vilett«arth«<:\* 

Is roorae enough:this earth that beauekthc dead, 

Beares notaliuefbftoutaGentlcman. 

Ifthou wert fcnfiblc of curtefie ; » i - • 

I fliould not makefogreata ihew ofzealc: ' !rj; 

But let my fauours hide thy mangjed face. 

And euen.in thy behalfe,ilethankemyfelfe, 

For doing thefe faire rites of tenderncs. 

Adieu, and take thy pr^ife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignomy^eepc vyfth thee in thegrauc, u,o j 
B ut no t r<ynembrcd in thy Epitaph. f ^ . ; > .1.." 

Hf Jputb Palfijlffe en the ground', - 

What,oldacquaintance,cordd not ail this flefh* » 

Kcepe in a little lifeJpoojscfJacke farewell;, oil: />, 

Icould haue better fparde a better man, 

G,Iihouldhaueaheauy mifleofthee . 

lflwerc much in loue with vanity, - 
Death hath not ftrooke fofeire a Ejecre*?© day « 

Though many dearer,in this bloody fray 
.IiDboweldcwilllfeethcebyandby: ' 

Till then in bloud by noble Percy lie, 

F al&ttiffe rifetbvp, 

■ j “"""^^f'houimbowelmctodayjlegiucyouleauc 
to o^r^ a T mC to ° tomorrow, Zfelood Wm time 
lot Un ^ rfo borthath°ctCrm a g a nt Scot-had paid-,; etcot and 
^terf Z7 C l (t «*W»»o*ounterftit , , todicis to bee a 
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